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"And I don't know a thing and didn't tell you nothing
and didn't even see you today, hear?'*
She went away.
The mother closed the window and slowly sank down
on a chair. But a realisation of the danger threatening
her son brought her quickly to her feet. She dressed
hastily, wrapped her head in a shawl and ran to Feodor
Mazin's. He was ill, and therefore had not gone to the
factory. When she entered he was sitting at the window
reading a book and nursing his right hand, the thumb
of which was sticking up unnaturally. He \rnxt pale on
hearing the news and jumped up.
"Think of that!" he muttered.
"What shall we do?" asked Pelagea, wiping the sweat
from her brow with a trembling hand.
"Wait a minute, don't get scared," answered Feodor
as he pushed back his curly hair with his sound hand.
"Why, you're scared yourself!" she cried*
"Me?" He blushed and smiled self-consciously* "Hm-m.
Damn it all.. .. We must let Pavel know. I'll send some-
body. But you go home and don't worry. They won't beat
us, will they?"
When she got home she gathered up all the books and
began pacing the floor, clutching them to her breast as
she glanced into the stove, under the stove and even into
the water barrel. She imagined that Pavel would im-
mediately rush home from the factory, but he did not
come. At last, exhausted, she sat down on a bench in the
kitchen with the books under her, and there she remained,
afraid to move, until Pavel and the khokhol came home,
"Have you heard?" she cried, without getting up.
"Yes," smiled Pavel "Are you afraid?"
"Terribly...."
"You mustn't be," said the khokhol "That won't help
any."
"Hasn't even lighted the samovar," observed Pavel
. "On account of these," Said the mother guiltily, getting
up and pointing to the books,

